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> ar iunate paſſion. 
5 ry refired each 

ent, Imending 
f th8hy days to 
= rheir 13 | 
0 eee 70 a friend, 
| of his misfortunes, 
fl into the hands f Eloila. She Bap. | 
ing the character, opened and read it. 
The particulars of a flory, in which ſhe + - 
was ſo much concern d, renewed all ber 


pa whereupon Jhe wrote 10 him; 
1 1 14 Abelard 
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lowing lines) wherem we may ine, 
how high we cam naiſf the ee. of 
our heart, when poſſeſs d of a great deal 


of it word Nx 4 vient 


love. 
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Now bald in tears; thy tender lines ; ies, 
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N ow warm with zeal impatiently remove 
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T hoſe bott, tho ſe dear provocatives to love. 8 
I weep, I pray, but weep, and pray in vain, | 
Sigh. to thy W_ andanſwer e with 6 pain. 
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Cut 5 my joys, , dee bung in lack 


- þ deſpair, 

In fruitleſs grief, in impotence, and care; ; = 
Loſt i in perplexing labyrinths of woe, 

And doom d the leaſt enjoyment to forego; 

I tryd my skill, Iſummon d all my art, 

To drive thy lov d idea from my heart. 

But oh in vain, it reign'd unbounded there, | 
Deaf to my Aer and heedleſs of my pray r. 

In vain the funds of ſcience did I try, 

Born on the wings of dull philoſophy : 

All prov'd too faint, too weak to ſet me free, 
Whilit my looſe ſoul was wholly bent on thee. 
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Yet fix'd, reſolv'd to bebe the fatal W 


I ſought a ſacred convent's loſe retreat 3 
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Where ftern religion, and a calm repoſe, 
Might ſooth my breaſt, and mitigate my woes. 
But ah! what caſe? what reſpite do I find? 
Where-c'cr I fly, you follow cloſe behind. 

| When fir d with raptures of ecœleſtial love, © * | 
_ Thro' awful glooms, and ſolemn caves I rove; 

| Whete penſive ſilence, and her meagre train; 
Breathe their brown horrors o'er the extended &l 


Plain,” 
Whilſt from thy dreaded, lovely ſight 1 lee. : 

(Raviſh'd from bliſs, and ever dead to thee)” | 455 
Reſolee thy much. lov'd mem' ry to reſign, 5 | 
Deteſt thee, curſe thee, hate whatcer was thine, 


Quick to my view the dear ideas riſe, 


Pant in my breaſt, and revel in my eyes. 
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Thoſe thoughts all ade, my purpoſes decay, 


And evry reſolution melts away. , ,,;.. 


Tyrannick love ſtill warmer vie ws ee 


Still witht thy charming! image fil my exeß. 


Alas! what Pang! what cares what racks we 


et. pole or v0 11a 
Loſt a deck bj of our love. 
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Guilt, fear, and 1 my a breaſt 
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Grief adds to grief, and woe ſucceeds to woe. 


Thy charms Iloath, thy. paſſion. diſapprove, / 


Ah! no. Like thee I burn, like: thee Love, 
Now, now I learn to prize my charming fair, 


And oh! now bluſh my weakneſs to declare, 
Religion prompts me virtue to purſue, _. - 


But love, raſh loye deyotes my ſoul to you. 


When 
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When ſolemn: e the nn hours e y 
long, i ih nit ng 
Thy tuneful e eee en my 2550 
When the glad motning wakes dur early care, 
Or the dim ev ning lifts the foul to pray r, 
Thy name cachanting ſounds in evry ſtrain, 
Whilſt angels prompt, and ſaints: inſpiec in * 
Tho far, far diſtant from the world we fly, 
Where human ſhape ne er mike _ 3 
eye; r . e 133TH RTE 
Devotion gilds not always the retreat, | 


Nor duty guides us in that lonely tate. 

There, even there ſome idol we adore, RS | 
And graſp at charms,that oughtrocharmnomore. 
Had I, oh! had I thus been ſtill inclin d. 
Had theſe glad notions ſway d my wavring mn | 
Guiltleſs you then had liten'd whilft 1 ung, 
Ang nobler precepts arm'd my fatal tongue. 
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Had but ſay whence theſe vain fancies riſe, 
That plant ſuch direful objects in my eyes! 
Oh! that thoſe helliſh arts had fail'd to move! 
That baſely led thee to the thefts of love. 


But ah! 'tis paſt : and now what elſe remains 


But burning ſorrows? and inſulting pains? 


Quench, hcay' n ſupream! this fierce unmanly fire, 


| Nor curſe me thus with impotent deſire. 
Ah! what avail theſe ſighs ? theſe offer d pray ro? 


Theſe lifted hands! and theſe faſt flowing tears? 
Nor heav'n, nor impotence my flames allay; 
They glow, they rage, they ſcorn the leaſt decay. 
Ev'n now amidſt theſe ſighs, theſe offer d pray rs, 


Theſe lifted hands, and theſe faſt ow ing tears; 
M orc glowing guilt, far greater crimes I prove, 55 
Than whilſt I rang'd the real wilds of love. 


My roving fancy figures to my eyes 
Ideal ſweets, and unſubſtantial joys. 
Lo! 


NES) 
Lo! you unfold your kind, encircling arms, 
And to your Abelard reſign your charms. | 
Furious I riſe, impaticht with deſire, | 

Now loſt in viſionary joys expire. 
Whilſt thus my paſſions rage without controul, | 
And whirling tempeſts ruffle all my ſoul, 

If trembling to thy hallow'd fancs I fly, 

And beg thee, God to caſt a pitying eye, 

In pureſt flames may all chy ſpirit riſe, 

Calm my ſad breaſt, and burn the ſacrifice. 

Ah! no. In vain theſe ſacred weeds I wear, ; 
 Thro' the dark gloom no gracious beams appear. 
The boundleſs ken of heav'ns all-ſccing eyes, 
Darts to my ſoul, and views the falſe diſguiſe. | 
Alas! what doubts the lover's heart divide 


No reaſon governs, and no councils guide. 
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To virtue deaf, love's mandates we obey, 


And raſhly tempt his rough, tumultuous ſea: . 
Think on the tempeſis in thy ſoul confeſt, N 1 
Think on the paſſions lab ring in my breaſt, 


Our frequent gtieſs, our anguiſh, pains, andeard, 
Our ſad inquietudes, and floods of tears, u. 


Count all that tend our boſoms to annoy; .- 


Then ſee, ah! ſee the (mall remajns of 0% 


How ſmall alas! yet drawn by empty charms, @ 


We hug the fatal viper in our atms, 
13 ill the ftrong poiſon multiplies our pain, d. 
Burns in the heart, and works in ey'ry vein. 


Yet witneſs heavn! and all ye fainted pow ts 


Le blazing altars! and ye hallow'd bow'rs! 
| Witneſs my gricfs! my anguiſh! pains 1 and 


cares! 


My fad inquietudes! and floods of tears! | 
1 1 | | | My * 


1 
My breaſt with thine conceivda muruat ume, 
Not We 5 n SN wealth, or | 
Thoſe charms; tar air, Wm loft, angelick g grace; 
That 8 r- chat 1 face. 
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ſmart, 
And ey ry glance ſhot dreddful t to 6 
To arm my breaſt in vain ambition trove, ” pg 
And bar'd within each avenue of love. | 
Her ſmother d flames perceiv'd: a quick decay, | | 
And all the tides of glory ebb d aun. hi 
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What art thou? Beauty! thus without con- 
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troul, 
'Todrown the ſenſe, and captivate the ſoul! _ 
Lo! now fair blooming thou exert'ſ thy charms, S 


Eager we court thee to our longing arms. 
— Ten 
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66400 
Ten thouſand graces, daughters of the skies! + 
Arm thy bright looks, and point thy radiant eyes. 


We ſigh, we pray, we make our plaintive moan, 
| Ardent we love, and live in thee alone. 


t 


Lo! now we view thy languid glorics fade, x 
Thy pomp all blaſted, and thy charms decay d. 
Joyful we wake: we ſigh, we pray no more, 
Deteſt thee, loath thee, as we loyd before. 
But where combin' d all chaſt perfections meet, 
Youth, beauty, virtue, innocence, and wit, 
Death can alone unlink the golden chain, 


# : 2210 1 


Our breaſts unruffle, and diſſolve our pain. 


Ah! think not, chink x not in this lone retreat, 


My pulſes even, or extin&t my heat. 5 


41 


Let them, whoſe breaſts leſs furious paſſions 


move, 1 
a abſence find the frozen tomb of loye 2 2 


* Wüun 


C11) 


* Whilſt I dittracted thro mis high-buitr dome, 
Oer craggy rocks, and ſhagged mountains roam. 
Hear the winds murmur, ſee the billows'roll, 
Dreadfully wild true emblems of my ſoul. 
Like them rouz d up my lordly paſſions glow, - 
Like them nocheck my bounding pulſes know. - 
Fierce as the raptures of the De/phian maid, 
And wild as hell, in all-its pomp diſplay 44 — 7 
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Think if tho ſt what ing ſhocks 1 
hink if thou can'ſt wh; kaging 2 
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prove, 


When-e er I view thy eonſtaney ad "ny Coop 
What woes! what pains! what agonies confet; | 
Glare in my eyes, and tremble i in my breaſt, 


vet Abelard this growing rapture ſtay, 


Nor Nor a ſtrive thy weakneſs to betray. 
— 77 $777 2s 41 


5 nns an Abby in Britay, ſeated upon 


a 5 that oyer · looks the Sea. 
C2 = 
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1 I 1 Tis huſh d again it glows, i it burns again, 
{| Duty, nor reaſon can its pulſe reſtrain, 
This garb, thoſe oaths, that ought to let me free, 
Are too, too feeble when oppos d tothec. 6 70 
'Midft theſe ſtrong ties Fown thy Loy reign 5 
Doom d, ever doom d my paſſions to obe. 
Reſtteſs, uncalm, | abandon” d to my woes, 
In the ftill realms of filence and repaſe. !. 
May calmer ſcenes employ thy tender care, | 
Heav'n bound thy thotighits; and tune: thy ſoul to 
pray r! 
That ſaints and angels wond ring may approve 
Thy bed virtue, and . lore. 
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Say t/whence that gleam ! tar do fun 


of light! MIAESIE $03 Syn vFEAC 
Bc huſh'd m my fancy! lo [ how _— vg ! 


See 
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Seel the ſhrines tremble Lſhakeathefacreddame! 
High- blaze the altars, and diſturb the. glpom ! 
Heav:n's ſpacious portals op ning to my eyes 
Bright realms of bliſs! retulgent gloxies riſe },- / 
Hark! the bleſs d angels, the illuſtrious choir, 
Or lift the voicę, or wake the golden Brel. | 
Thy praiſes chaunt thy dawning glories * 50 
And to thy honour ſtrike the ſaunding firing! 1's 
Set thy chaſt foul from earthly. failuresfrec Kor 
And baniſh ev'ry —_— of love! and me! 


4 4 
Py 


See! Eule! | ſee! I hate way! . 
Now, whilſt thou'rt mounting to the realms of 
l 4 1020 | 


I come ! I come! ee sky? 
In vain you rage, in vain you bid me ff. 
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Thoſe frowns; thoſe harſh commands are bin 
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Nor alps, nor oceans ſhall my flight reſtrain. 
I come ah! no. Here muſt I mourn my doom 
Loſt, ever loſt in this unhappy gloom. - 1 ! act 
Thus, ſhall I thus my infant zeal deſtroy? : 
(O frantick tranſports of unholy joy). 1 
Shall 1 ſo ſoon theſe hallow'd walls reſign? | i 
Renounce * oaths? and tempt the wrath di- 


0 1 , 2 | : 8 
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Teach me, a ah! ! teach thy Abelard to find 
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In this my duty A contented mind. 
Hard task alas! in theſe deep, awfal cells, 


No heav'nly quiet, no contentment dwells. 
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Here as I lie low-grovling on the ground, 
And rowl my ghaſtly eye- balls glaring round. 


Or penſive, mourning haunt the breezy ſhade, 
Pourout my plaints, and ſadden all theglade. 
A hundred 


( 

A hundred perſecuting hands ariſc 
A hundred daggers gleam before my eyes. 2 
I tremble, ſtart, precipitately haſt 
To ſome forlorn, wild, melancholy waſte. 271 U. 
When thick-grown thorn pens up the lonely 

e 1476 Et 447 
And dreadful trees ob ſcure the dark retreat: 
There by ſome gently-gliding brook reclin d, 
Burning Ilie, and murmur to the wind. 
View in the mirrour of the liquid glaſs, 
The haggard features of my hollow face. 
Till the hot, burſting tears ruſh largely in, 
1 And chaſe away the viſionary ſcen ee 
But why all this 2 why thus ſhould I purſue 
This tale alone! fill mindful of the new? ꝰ 
Of all misfortunes only mourn the laſt, 1107 
Lament the preſent > and forget the paſt ?.- 0208: 
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More yet remains. Ve black ideas riſe! 


Riſe all ye horrors to my tortur'd eyes! 


Riſc in that pomp that wheln'd my Raging breall, 
When firſt I ſtood in impotence confeſt. 


Then, when dire vengeance ſeird me as I lay,” 
My nature check'd, and ſnatch'd my joys away. 
Heav'ns! how the ſad remembrance wounds ry 


view! arg en We $131 
I hw, 1 . bleed anew: 
From that curs d hour, what tortures took their 

Fife b, ol UE 
What crowds of tivals ſtarted to my eyes! 1 
Methought 1 aw thee give up all thy an 
And ſink tranſported in ſome happier arms : 
Whilſt I deſpis d, neglected, ſeem d to go 
Thro loneſome wilds, and werp eternal woc. 
Nor tears, nor pray ts cou d yield the leaſt relief, 
Or buy the ſhorteſt interval of grief. 1114 
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Your cloſe retreat alone cou d free my foul, 2} 
My angidth ſoothy my jdalouſy contioulʒ 
Diſtracting fiendn hat” hortois i ſhade thy 
NR 02 gn Iii! bun „gn Lig b 
Dull-thoughted ſickneſs, and repining _ 
Eternal guard thy throne, attended there 
With. nice ſuſpicion, eee (27 
| Light, airy, phantoms.in.thy.breaſt they. form - 
Y  Whilk cage fern in: nod fancy f g g ſtorm. 


(2265 vii OI) oH 1ivuoage T ontda 
Thou know ſt hat. ſoft, rea ve things I 
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To tempt, and court thee to the cloiſterd ſhade; | 


| Vetknoy, that ſadreſource Lonly a, 

lIuo0o bar thy charms from all the world beſide. ; 

A ſweet compliance ſogthd) your yielding breaſt 
You heard, you wept, * granted my requeſt 
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Glad as I was, unmov d Iculi not beat. 
That tander ſcene, hut: told out tent ſox tear. 
1 ga2 d, I ſigh'd, eby lips all xxmbling pre 
Gaz d, figh'd again, and ſnatchd thee to my 

breaſt, 16 ai odo! 
In tranſport dumb, till by my paſſions driving 
My ſoul reluſtant gave theeaiptoheavta.c!:i'! 
vet then what pleaſing pröſpects didTfeo vi. 
To vie thee hut fron II mafikind but mt. 
Ah! no. Ithought thee (fatal to my _ 
* Fickle as i inconſtant 4s the KAS. 


Thoſe VOWS, thoſc ſolemn oaths were aue 


7 


ver 947 02 2308 315703 Þie 1911. 
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To fix my eaſe, and your oy retreat. 


Day after day Icame; 1 wept, f ptay'd; 1 — 
| Soothrd, ſwore, careſYd, wy anxious feats dif 
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play d. nh, 
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. 
Beg d thee by love, bypity,by our Wos, 
By heav'n, and earth, to ſertle my repoſe. 
Here too thou pattern of tranſcendenglove!” 7 
Here yoirrvbly4ny agu to reinbves 7 


14 
344 


Candrorger wher glories round ther mode, 
When to that altar's foot I led thee n! 
Slow ran my blopd, my courage learn d to fall, 
When you undaunted kiſs'd the facredydl. 
Oer thy bright form travell'd with iy Eyes. 


Trembling, nor dar'd to mention my ſur- 

| prize, moliot'oy ! wc £1571 viod 27 
Immortal beauties with an awful grace, (191117 
Till now thy youth, ty ev ry chit dtvitte, 
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1 
And cout thou leavc the longing wen be.” 
— to me, me only kind? 002 1017 
Whilſt gay Selig, and 4 blooming youth.con-! 17 
feſt, 
smird on thy: checke, and n 
breaſt. L= 12001 2 1821 37411 01 
Whit nobler youths their, * chamms di. 
F play d. Ons HV. 
And ſud, and eue. to . b . © 


* 


7 ? | *. 
4 * * 4 L * * , 2 * * 71 x ot 45 i 
= & 4 7101 eee (3.5 9 "SY CIO 44 


Ye holy manſions! ye forlorn retreats! 
Horrors divine! impenetrable ſeat?s?sk 
How haye y calm d the tumults of my.þreaſt! 
And lull'd my burning jealpuſy to reſtl you lit” 
Round yogr} PE Val ſtrong gates and.ſolcmur, 


tow'rs, 


Heavy n. born as kreis pow 'rs. 
No 
5 | 


641) 
Nene eee, 
For reſt an haven, and a guard from fear: 
Bleſsd, ever bleſsd be that ſerene abode,” 
Where now, no vival can ſucceed bur God. 7 kia 
Where pitying ſaints the virgins breaſt inſpire,” 
With hcav'aly raptures, and immortal fire, 
Where the glad bouts divinely e ä 


„ 
$* 


. „ 
ada. | 
* 
98 
4 


en. viſions on denim 2 


Ah = 1 * erte forego - 
Check thy * fights. fdr let theſe ſorrows 4 
A6w: + OW 9:11 Lil bus Wore S iin 
Embrace thy bands with penitential grief, 
And beg juſt heavn to grant à Kind relief - 
Paint each black crime that to N ſoul be. 
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ſear me; brand me with * 


Curſe 


{| 


1 x 


= | ( 42.) 
Cre he die author of dh woes. Implores;- 
| lj \ A father, brother, husband, friend no mor) 107 
5 Thoſe ſoft, endearing titles quite remove, 
And ſtile e baſe, unworthy of thy lor, 
Tin ehiscurſt mage from thy eyes depart, ul 
And dulloblivion tear me from th heart. FIN 
Then lift thy ſoul above you azure Skier, FIAT 
Spurn the Jo carth, and gtaſp at Heav ny io. 
Till wrapt in bliſs thy thoughts unCully'd ſhine, 
And trace the maxims of the love divine: | 47 


Its ſource, its progrols, and ies height cxploge,, ;{ » 
Then riſc a ſaint, and bid the world adone. 
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Tis 8 now no fondnels you Culain,) 
Dead is your love, and broke the feeple;chaig,;..c 
+ Yet one kind * one tender thought beſtow , 


Hang N rl b auch dag mn gains w- 


91 ww 


Drive 


(43 } 
; Drive me ndt thus, unpity d fromrhy mind, 


7 Ner let me call wy. Blaiſe unkind, 11 31114 nne : 
* Tell me Hahl feign ſome moving tale at Ieaſt 1 
| LEE 'xack'd = and {oath m tortur a 
dreaſt. 7 ! 9104 ON ! ονẽỹ ee N 


c haſt away, pronounce, and ſeal my doom, 


- 


BY | Theſecclls irradiate, and diſpel this 
| From thy dear lips Il catch the fajal Peg 7 
Tho heav'n forbid, and angels frown around, 
MOT ONT 1590: (i D07 Bis fo vel B 2b T 85 
But whicher, whey TEES” 4 
Why falls my ſoul to ev ry ſtorm a prey bu! | 
Muſt I then ſtill my function thus debaſe ? 
And — dawning beams of 
Say beava 6 Eee dil poles... iT 
My ev'ry thought, and d my ſoul from bliſs? 


- 


N 


(24) 
Muſt that ov name be erer, ever dear? 2 
still tune my tongue, and ſound in ev ry pray l 
For ever echo tlito this dark abode * — 250 10 
In cv'ry hymn ſupplÿ the place of Cod 


No more! no more! the vain illuſions fly, 


And ſtricteſt virtue chears my tow'ring ſoul: - 
With pleaſing horror all thofe charms I view; 
That fir'd my breaſt, and won my ſoul to you, 

Eye the falſe fan-ſhine; curſe the fatal ſhares, 

And thoſe roo pleaſing, gli ting, _—_— s 
How vain is pleaſure ! ſenſual love how vain! 
Delightful torment! and enchanting pain þnþ 


Midſt the gay ſcene no real joy we find, 


Till riſing virtue dawns upon the min. 
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| ([{'2y£)) 
Where care had ſtretch'd her ſolitary reign;5:: 
And penſive ſorrow. ſhaded: al the plain, 89 mort 
Joy dawning ſmiles, religion blooms ſereno, 
And faith, and hope, enlighten all the ſcene. | 
Midſt the glad walls divine contentment rings 
And downy quiet wafts her gentle wings. 
No more I love, for thee no longer — tb 
And if I weep, I weep for God alone. 
Fox him, who only cou d my boſom tree 11 
For him, who only cou d ſucceed to thee. 
Oh may Iſtill theſe glorious tracts purſue, 
Still keep the paths of virtue in my view ! | 
Till to my eyes me lift the bleſy'd abode, , 
And = glad ſoul unſully4 ſpring to God. 


Tees theſe tedious letters I remove, 
And ceaſe this dan rous inttreo 


Fall when' thou falt and meet thee: in 0 


* Then, when old time ſhall our ful face cole, A 


| And lit to view the ſeries of our woes. 
Each forrowing lovegiworn with auguiſh pale, 


(26) 
Know, that when fate to perfect all thy os, 
From earth ſhall ſnatch thee to the pity ing * 

Prepar d, thy Abelard ſhall wait his doom, 
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Trembling ſhall trace ne much- lamented tale. f 
Grieve to our ſorrows; render groan for groan, : 
And by bur bound leſs paſſion W own, + / 
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he Lutmit: An Hetoic-Contical Poe, 2 
6 Canto's. To Which is prefic d, fore Actbimy 
of the Author's Writings akiÞthis Tratiarion: 
By N. Rowe;' Eſq; 3 Elicion! ice 1 E 6 d. 

TTT 
Ether, Queen of Petſia: . 
em ku ae cke wth hn Henley, B. A. of St. 
Joins College, Cambriage. Price 1 5. 0 * 

A Poem on the laſt Day; 8 Toung, 4 
LL.D. Fellow of All. Sal. College, Oner oy 
Edition correctedj with Cüts. Price 1 x. 1 


The Foree of Religion ; or, Vang Ne 2: 
A Poem, in rwo'Books ; by che f e Au or: 
Price 1 6. tar % u „ h 20 ee 


Poetical Miſcellunier, on Bvetal Occaſi | 
by Samuel Jones, Gent. \Price . 

Ovid's, Metamorpheſes, in 15 Boolsz made 5 
Engliſb b V. ſeveral Hands; adorn'd Fab. 1 


24 Edition, with large Impfoyemgnts: f es. 


By Dr. Sewell. Price 6 FS, i 
Nuptial Bialggues and Mihates, OF, an ule⸗ 
ful Proſpect of the Felicities and Biſcomforts of| 
a marry'd' Life, incident to all. Degrees tram, . 
the Throne to the Cottage; digeſted into Fr: 
ous, merry, and fatyric cal ems, wherein Both 
n 3 all Stations, are, ;r6inded r 
uty, and taught how to. PPY ih a. 
nial oy in two neat 15080 Fen 


Nolan, ; 4 by 


22 9 


3 

Ut! 7 
oy 

7.5 * 7 7 


P * * * * * » n - * 4 4 
. 1 75 WT” ä FW 2 72 A 2 : 88 % rags * X 7 : T5 : n * 2 25 ” 7 71 yn ) 
— 0 7 * — L ” 7 f 8 . . 1 ES: Ts e 4 Ts 75 q 
" IN z 2 9 . „ 25 * » 2 : . 8 * 5 1 
* * 1 b F i: 4 


5 » . - : % — £ 
. wy - > 
ö 


| the FER of t 6 Lene ice 6 „ 
Adorn'd with cath \ oy: Fe 9 1 


New Miſcellaneous Poems, with five Love 
Letters from a Nun to a Cavalier; with the 
valicr's Anſwers. Price 1 5. 6 d. 5 

Creation: A Philoſophical Poem, den: 
ſiting the Exiſtence. and Providence of a God, 
in 7 3 The 45 Edition. Price 2 3, 6 4. 1 

A Divine Poem, in 6 Books; the three firſt 
demonſtrate the Truth of the [Chriſtian Religie 4 
on, the three laſt the Deity of Chriſt. Price 4 5. * 
6. d. Both by Sir Richard Blackmore, M. D. 

Poems 498 Occaſions ; by the Rewe 
Mr. John Pomfret. The o Edition. With 
ſome Account of his Life. Price 268. 07.1.4 | f 

Emblems divine and moral: together with | 
Hieroglyphicks of the Life of Mas. Wilcren 4 
by francs ente Pfpice 4 12 iii 1 

K. 2 GE, wt _ tranſlated into Em * 
erſe by opper Pitt, A. M. late Fellow | 
2 Neu- College in Oxford Price a 4 


Plays on aneat Elziver Letter. Pr. 1 5. carb, 


Amorous Widow; or, Wanton Wife. "I 
Anatomiſt; or, Sham Doctor. 8 
Ambitious Stepmother; by Row. _ 
Bold Stroke fora Wife. 2 3 
Cruel Gift; or Royal l 
Caius Marius; by Or²⁴² rx. 
Country Wife; by Wycherly. . 
Farl of Eſſex; a e 49 
FT: Eſop 775 5 
|. \ ee Comedy. -: ni 252 il 
Hamer. ; cit 4208 -< 
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